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It, what will be of the thing itself? Do not mate
it into a fearful matter, and then fear? Did you
not a moment ago insensibly leave playfulness
behind and slip without trepidation from a smfle
to a sigh, from a sigh to a tear? Slip hut a little
further in the same blessed direction: from a
tear to a kiss there is scarcely a dividing shiver!
ROXANE, Say no more!
CYRANO. A kiss! When all is said, what is a
kiss? An oath of allegiance taken in closer prox-
imity, a promise more precise, a seal on a con-
fession, a rose-red dot upon the letter i in loving;
a secret which elects the mouth for ear; an in-
stant of eternity murmuring like a bee; balmy
communion with a flavour of flowers; a fashion of
inhaling each other's heart, and of tasting, on
the brink of the lips, each other's soul!
ROXANE. Say no more ... no more!
CYRANO. A kiss, Madame, is a thing so noble
that the Queen of France, on the most fortunate
of lords, bestowed one, did the queen herself!
ROXANE. If that be so ...
CYRANO \wth increasing fervour]. Like Buck-
ingham I have suffered in long silence, like
him I worship a queen, like him I am sorrowful
and unchanging . . .
ROXANE. Like him you enthrall through the
eyes the heart that follow you!
CYRANO [to himself, sobered]. True, I am
handsome ... I had forgotten!